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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This is the flip side to \'The Beast Inside\: and it follows the same \‘Reluctant I\\ rules. As an exercise it was 
easier to write from Nikki\'s POV than Tommy\'s but it was still tricky. | hope it works! 


There's nothing better than people watching; it gets the creative juices flowing like nothing else. The secret 
part is what goes on behind closed doors, away from the flashing, clicking cameras that track a Rock Star's 


every move. 


That groupie Tommy picked up backstage for tonight stumbles out of the bathroom, clearly off her face, and 
starts to giggle as he pulls off her shirt. His mouth smiles at her but his eyes flick nervously towards the 
dark doorway where l'm standing, watching. 


The little slut is smiling inanely as Tommy runs his hands across her fake-tanned skin. He lowers her slowly to 
the bed and showers her with kisses - it has to start tenderly or everything's ruined She shivers a little as 
Tommy tugs her skirt down her legs and reveals her wet, naked pussy. He hesitates for a second, then slides 
back up her body and slips inside her easily, too easily for him; he prefers tight, scorching heat. That is, when 


he's allowed it. 

Usually it's him on his back, sinking into the feather bed as he's pounded into the mattress. It's normally him 
moaning and crying out as he's invaded by a thick, hot prick. It should be his legs resting on broad, inked 
shoulders, as his toes curl in the throes of orgasm. His hands clawing at the rough cotton sheets on the hotel 
bed. His head tossing on the pillow as he cries out for more. Him smiling contentedly as his pleasure passes and 


the afterglow sets in. 


But it isn't. Its a fame hungry whore who'd lie on her back for anyone with more than a hundred bucks in his 
pocket. And she'll be on her back for a while soon enough. 


Bare feet pad through the carpet of the room to the bed, stopping opposite Tommy. 

"Oh, you want some too baby?" the slut croons. 

A head shakes. "Not from you." Tommy flinches as flaming eyes are set upon him. 

There's a familiar smell in the room, one of sweat and sex and passion. Pure, animal passion, but its not sexual. 
"Never had you down for a fag Sixx." Is that slut still talking? "No wonder you can't keep a marriage together!" 


That should've hurt but there's far too much happening to feel pain. Fire burns inside and races around until 


there's no control anymore. 
It's someone else's hands who slide around the whore's neck and tilt her head up. 


"Hope you enjoyed your night baby.” Someone else's voice, someone else's sneering lip that accompanies the 


phrase. 

Her breath catches in her throat and her eyes bulge wildly as this beast increases the pressure of his hands 
around her neck. He could probably have done it with one hand she was so skinny. These hands, they look 
familiar; the ink that covers the digits means something. What does it mean? And the arms: whose arms are 
they? 


The hands reach across and grab a cigarette, light it and a mouth not quite my own takes a deep drag. 


"Get rid of that, quickly. | won't wait all night for you." The voice sounds distant and there's an echo to it, but 
its familiar too, like the hands. 


These hands, these hands that should be saved for tugging notes from bass strings not strangling innocent 


groupies. 


Tommy wraps a scarf around the girl's neck and drags her from the room, presumably to wait for Dave to 


take her away and dispose of her with the others. He better hurry up or itll be Tommy's neck on the line; the 


beast doesn't discriminate between his sluts. 


